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Laid down then amidmost their king mighty-
famous                                                           3140
The warriors lamenting, the lief lord of them.
Began on the burg of bale-fires the biggest
The warriors to waken : the wood-reek went up
Swart over the smoky glow, sound of the flame
Bewound with  the weeping (the wind-blending

stilled),

Until it at last the bone-house had broken
Hot at the heart.    All unglad of mind
With mood-care they mourned their own liege

lord's quelling.

Likewise a sad lay the wife of aforetime
For  Beowulf the  king,  with her hair all  up-
bounden,                                                         3150

Sang sorrow-careful; said oft and over
That  harm-days  for  herself in hard wise she

dreaded,
The   slaughter-falls  many,   much   fear   of   the

warrior,
The shaming and bondage.    Heaven swallow'd

the reek.
Wrought there and fashion'd the folk of the

Weders

A howe on the lithe, that high was and broad,
Unto the wave-farers wide to be seen:
Then it they betimber'd in time of ten days,
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